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into five. If she had known of these things she
would not have cared,

But she did perceive that nothing now went
right in the house, that doors swung on their
hinges and refused to close, that the Chinese
figures in the Blue Room tumbled, through
nobody's fault, and were broken to pieces, that
the cows gave no milk and the horses went lame.

Twenty years earlier she would have hunted
for witches. Now she could only discover that
David was becoming an old man, that she her-
self was fifty and that everyone in her family was
at odds. She was a sensible woman, who refused
to surrender to superstition, but things were
going wrong, and as she lay at night awake in the
big four-poster beside David she could hear the
wind come whispering down from Skiddaw and
must listen, do what she would, to a hundred
steps creeping about the stairs and mysterious
voices behind the curtain.

But there were unhappy evidences more
material than steps and voices*

The first trouble was on the day after the fire-
work evening on the Lake. At dinner Will had
suddenly said to Judith:

* Well, miss, you enjoyed, I trust, your pleas-
ant trip in the boat last night/

No one knew why he said it. He did not
care for Judith, but he bore her no especial malice.
He did not himself, perhaps, know why he said
it* It came no doubt from his deep restless love
of power. He was only a boy, but he could turn
them any way he wished.